THE   QUESTING   BEAST
How did I dare? Did I think he had not got those
books? Was not I the sort of person who thought I
knew everything? And so on. He then turned to
the adjutant and, telling him to see I was put in my
proper place, I was ordered out. A subaltern, newly
transferred from a line regiment, who had already had
two Military Crosses, was highly amused at my tale and
told me there were many things that happened here that
were different from those to which we had been accustomed.
My amazement wore off in time, and for the next few
weeks the adjutant did his best to make things as unpleasant
as possible; but when he told me, as I was drilling a
squad, that I did not know the least thing about drilling
men, I realized he either did not know a word about it
himself or that he had been told to behave like this, so
I did not worry.
When the tale of my tactlessness had gone round the
mess, one oLthe captains remarked in an undertone to the
adjutant that he had heard I had written a book about
drill. This, of course, was not true, but referred, I suppose,
to the card I had published at Cambridge. Anyway, that
also was a crime and went seriously against me.
We left Tadworth shortly afterwards for barracks at
Warley in Essex, and there I stayed, watching draft after
draft leaving for France, waiting until I was old enough
to go myself.
This persecution business completely subsided after a
time, and I threw myself into my duties with enthusiasm;
and during my sojourn at Warley, from September, 1917,
to March, 1918, I did courses on almost every military
subject, including sanitation and wiring, some in London
and some at other centres. While on a course at Chelsea
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